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TbeTragedie of u - 

On paint to'be found falfc and recreant, 

Bothto defend hinifelfc, and to approve 
Henry of Herford,Lancafter, and Darby, 

To God, his Soucraigne,and to him difloyall, 
Couragioufly, and with a free defire. 

Attending but the fignall to begin. 

Mar* Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath throwne his warder downe. 

King, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Spearef, 
And bothretume baeke to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with vs, dnd let theTrumpets found, 
Whilewe retdme thefeDukcs what we decree. 

Draw necre and Hft, J : 

What with our Counfell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth ihould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hathbeenefofteredt 
And for our dies do hate the dire alpeft 
O f ciuill wounds ploughd vp with neighbours fword } 
And for we thinkethe Eagle-winged pride, 

Of skie-afpiring and anibitiousthoughts 
With riual-hating Enuie fet on you, 

T o wakedur peace, which in our Countries-eradle 
Drawes thcfweetinfanthreathofgentle ileepe, 
Whichfo rouzdvplwith boyftrous vntundedrummes, 
With harftirefounding trumpets dreadfullbray, 

And grating ihocke of wrathfull yron armes, 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire peace, 
Ar^makfevswade eutininourltihdrcdsblopd# • 
Therefore we banifli you our territories. 

You Coofin Her ford, ypon paine of life, . 

Till twice fiuc Summers haue enricht our field, 

Shall not regrecte our faire Domi n ions, 
But.ft^adftheftrahger pathes of baniilnnents 

Bui. Your wilPbe done; thismuftmy comfortbc, 
That Sun that warihes you Eeere, ihall Hsine on me, 
And thofe his golden beames vnto you heere lent, 
Shall point on- me, and guild my banifhment. 

Ndrfdk%f(ntheft^miunts« hedui«rdo^ e > 
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Richard the Second. 

Which 1 with fomc vnwiUingnellc pronounce, 
np| , flie How howres Ihall not determinate 
The datclelfe limit ofthy dearc exile ! 

The hopeleire word of neuer to returne, 

Rreath 1 again ft thee, vpon pame of life. 

B a heauie ientence, mymoft foueraigneLicg«j 
And all vnlookt for from your highneiTe mouth, 

A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayrae. 

As to be caft foorth in the common ayre, 

Haue I deferued at your HighneiTe hands; 

The language I haue learnd thefe fottie ycares. 

My natiueEnglifh now I mu ft forgoe, 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Thanan vnftringed violl or a harpe, 

Or like a cunning inftrument cafde vp,. 

Or being open, put into his hands 
Thatknowes no touch to tune the harmonies 
Within my mouth you haue ingayldmy tongue? 
Doubly perduliift with my teeth and lippes, 

And dull vufeeling barren ignorance 
Ismademylaylerto attend on me; 
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I am too old to fawneyppon a Nurfe, 

To faire in yeares to be a Pupill now* 

What is thy fcntence butfpeachlelTe de,ath ; 

Which robbes my tonguerrom breathinghatiucbrcathJ. 

King, It bootesthee notto be compamonatc. 

After our fentence,playning comes too late. 

Mem. Then thus I turne me from my countries light*, 
Todwellinfokmne fhadesof endlefte night. 

King. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, , 

Lay oii our Royall Sword your banifht hands. 

Sweare by the dutie thaty’owe to God, 

(Our part therein webanilh with your felues) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter: 

You neuer ihall, fo helpe you truth and God,. 

Embrace each others loue in banifhment, 

Nor neuer looke vpon each others face, 

^or neuer write; regreete, nor reconcile 
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